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o! the 2nd Tenth East Cheshires, a territorial battalion of my
grandfather's regiment, secured for me and, at tny request,
for Doe commissions in that unit. His Majesty the King
(whom, and whose dominions, might God preserve in this
grand moment of peril) had, it seemed,' great faith in the
loyalty and gallantry of " Our trusty and well-beloved
Rupert Ray/' as also of " Our trusty and well-beloved Edgar
Gray Doe," and was pleased to accept our swords in the
defence of his realm.

So one day we two trusty and well-beloved subjects,
flushed, very nervous, and clad in the most expensive khaki
uniforms that London could provide, took train for the North
to interview the Colonel of the 2nd Tenth. He was sitting
at a littered writing-table, when we were shown in by a smart
orderly. We saw a plump old territorial Colonel, grey-
haired, grey-moustached, and kindly in face. His khaki jacket
was brightened by the two South African medal ribbons ;
and we were so sadly fresh to things military as to wondex
whether either was the V.C. We saluted with great smart-
ness, and hoped we had made the movement correctly: for
really, we knew very little about it. I wasn't sure whether
we ought to salute indoors ; and Doe, having politely bared
his fair head on entering the office, saluted without a cap. I
blushed at my bad manners and surreptitiously removed
mine. Not knowing what to do with my hands, I put them
in iny pockets. I knew that, if something didn't happen
quickly, I should start giggling. Here in the presence of our
new commanding officer I felt as I used to when I stood
before the head master.

" Sit down," beamed the C.O.

We sat down, crossed our legs, and tried to appear at
our ease, and languid ; as became officers,

" How old are you ? " the Colonel asked Doe.

Doe hesitated, wondering whether to perjure himself and
say " Twenty."

" Eighteen, sir," he admitted, obviously asnamed.

" And you, Ray ? "

" Eighteen, sir/1 said I, feeling Doe's companion in guilt*

" Splendid, perfectly splendid 1" replied the Colonel.
" Eighteen, by Jove ! You've timed your lives wonderfully,
my boys. To be eighteen in 1914 is to be the best thing in
England. England's wealth used to consist in other things.